A Fortnight in N.W. Luristan
be found here, I did not think it worth while to delay so as to
visit him, but pushed on towards Tudaru which lies at the
foot of a big mountain called Chia Dozdan, visible for many
miles on every side.
As we approached, still riding across open downs covered
with gum tragacanth, we gradually saw on our skyline the
outline of Tang-i-Charash, the defile of the Giza Rud down
which we were to venture on the morrow: the slopes of Sar-i
Kashri also appeared, faint blue in the distance of the south.
Tudaru belongs to the Kakavend Lurs, who insert diem-
selves here into the Ittivend country. They had their black
tents by the edge of a reedy stream, with the crests of Gulanor
and Chia Dozdan on either side of them. Their headman
was a pleasant friendly person, and entertained us in his new
mud-roofed house, very dank and obviously never used
except on these official occasions. A small son in a Pahlevi
hat sat beside him, watching with anxious eyes while his latest
toy, a beautiful bronze dagger dug up out of some grave, was
being offered to me; I had a pocket-knife, and we carried out
a solemn exchange. The tribesmen came in in twos and
threes, talking with quiet manners so different to the cringing
politeness of the towns. The question of my journey to
Sar-i Kashti was hanging in the balance. It was impossible to
escort me there, as the police only ventured south of Tudaru
in large bodies; ten of them had been killed in the defile a
month before, and the Sardari was naturally not very anxious
to let me go alone. On the other hand, I had all the tribesmen
to support me; they said they could find a perfectly safe guide
who knew the Mvends; and presently brought along Keram
Khan, a mild-looking Kakavend with an agreeable twinkle
in his eye, and a nonchalant manner which made it seem
ridiculous to worry about anything anywhere. He was
dressed in a biscuit-coloured greatcoat of the ytfc Royal
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